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Abstract
Raindrops smash against the window, where once we watched the moon slide through clouds...
Fall, 1958 17 
"Eastern fella . . . Here . . . here is Hell." 
Dan was suddenly conscious of the waitress standing 
behind the bar, watching. He reached into his pocket and 
jingled some coins, then walked back to the bar and placed 
a quarter by the cash register. 
"Give the old guy another beer." 
He turned quickly and walked out of the cafe, into 
the rain. 
-Ed Hill, Ag. Jr. 
AINDROPS smash against the window, 
where once we watched the moon slide through clouds. 
And cold night air sneaks into this room, 
this room that now has shrunk from boundlessness. 
Was it yesterday, or weeks ago, or years? 
When did it end? When did the end begin? 
Where are your lips, your black-fringed eyes? 
T ime does not dull the you I knew. 
T h e you of swamp-black currents 
eddying on a pillow, 
of straining thighs and hardening nipples. 
There was purpose then, and beauty, 
and satisfaction in finding the solution, 
so simply, so infinitely. 
All this before the little things. 
T h e little things too big for us. 
We had the answer. 
Or do we have it now? 
Raindrops smash against the window. 
— Ron Baker, E. '58 
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